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Prolog

Bobby

It was a look I had never, ever seen in Julie’s eyes before. My angel, the love of my life, my wife. Looking deep into my eyes with a look of… uncontrollable lust. A very non-angelic lust. A look of passion and desperation that I had never seen before. I loved it.

I touched her cheek and I leaned in to kiss her. I always kiss her passionately when we make love, but this time it was very different. A deeper kiss. A more desperate kiss than ever before. She tried to circle my tongue with hers, but the rhythm of her moving body made it difficult.

She closed her eyes for just a moment, and when she opened them again, I could see exactly how much she loved me. Her eyes continued to flash from love to lust, and back. I smiled.

I reached down and caressed her soft, tender breast and she smiled back. Just as I teased her nipple, a simple gasp escaped her lips, and I felt her breath on my cheek. I smiled again.

I leaned in to kiss her neck because I know how much she loves that, and she whispered in my ear “I love you. God, I love you, Bobby.” I leaned my head back and said: ”I love you too, my angel.”

We kissed again, another strong, desperate kiss, that was abruptly broken by the desperate, lustful moan that escaped her lips, as Jake started fucking her even harder.


Chapter 1

Bobby

Julie and I had been married for four very happy years. She was my perfect little angel, my soul-mate. I absolutely adored her and thought that she was just about perfect. Nothing had ever come between us, and I knew in my soul that nothing ever would. We never even really argued. I did everything I could to make her happy, and she was happy. It was the perfect relationship, and we were the perfect fit.

Our romantic life was wonderful too. I prided myself on being a hopeless romantic, and I went out of my way to make her feel special and loved. I bought her flowers at least once a week and gave her massages regularly. I was the kind of guy that made other husbands look bad. And whenever the mood hit, we would make sweet, passionate love.

Our lovemaking was pure and elegant. There had never really been a need to talk about it or analyze it. It was a natural extension of our powerful, pure love for each other. She was my angel and I made love to her like an angel. Sweet, caring lovemaking that we both enjoyed thoroughly.

I made quite a bit of money in Real Estate, and we had an amazing home to go along with our amazing life. It was the perfect, if not overly exciting, love story. A man and woman, made for each other, living the perfect life together.

Until my old college roommate, Jake threw our perfect little life a curveball. A wonderful, exciting curveball that would change the nature of our relationship forever. For the better.

Jake was staying at our house for a week, visiting with us and looking to buy a house in town.

On a very normal Thursday evening, the three of us finished dinner, Julie’s wonderful spaghetti, and were drinking wine in the den next to the fireplace. We were all starting to feel the effects of the wine quite a bit. Julie and I usually stop after two glasses, but Jake was egging us on to keep drinking and loosen up a bit.

“This guy was wound so tight in college Julie, you wouldn’t believe it.” Jake said to Julie “If it wasn’t for me, he wouldn’t have had any fun. He would have spent the entire four years of college with his head in his books.”

He was right. I was very uptight in college before I met Jake. He had sort of taken me under his wing, a charity case at first, making it his mission to see that I participated in some of the more fun and less-studious traditions at college.

What started out as a charity case, turned into a true friendship that lasted all through college. We were still the best of friends, even though we only saw each other once or twice a year. Jake was a genuine guy, a true friend that I could trust.

Since college, things had changed a bit though. I had found great success in my career, and Jake was struggling. He was a writer with a few published books under his belt, but nothing that was bringing in any real money.

“I can believe that,” Julie said, laughing along. She too had been quite the bookworm, and I think she had been even less adventurous than I had been in college. She was still a virgin when we married, so it was obvious that she had not experimented sexually.

Jake was starting to slur his words just a little bit when he said “And now, look at you, you lucky bastard. This amazing house and this super-hot wife. You really have got it all.”

This remark about my “super-hot” wife surprised me just a little bit. Not that he would say it, Jake was a very blunt guy. He always said whatever was on his mind. I knew that. I was more surprised that he felt that way.

My wife was “super-hot”, there no doubt about that, in a super-cute “girl next door” kind of way. But she was most definitely not Jake’s type. He had always chased the hot teases in short skirts, the bar hoping good-time girls. The wild and crazy, sexually adventurous types. Those had always been his kinds of girls, and my sweet wife Julie was not like those girls. She was quite the opposite actually.

I looked at Julie to judge her reaction to his comment. She seemed to be blushing a bit, though it may have been the wine. Julie was undeniably the definition of “cute”. Now that she was a grown adult woman, she hated being called cute, but there was really no getting around it. She was cute as could be. Her shy demeanor and amazing, crooked smile, bright blue eyes and petite five-foot-nothing frame made you want to snuggle with her like a teddy bear.

But don’t get me wrong, she was also quite “Hot”. I knew that under her loose-fitting sweater was a beautiful pair of rather large, firm and perky breasts. And though the long flowing skirt she was wearing didn’t reveal it, her butt was spectacularly firm and small and round, and her legs were muscular and oh-so-smooth. Her pale skin was flawless, and overall, she was just as hot as any girl Jake had ever chased after, but generally, other people who didn’t have the pleasure of sharing their lives with her as I did, didn’t really notice.

But apparently, Jake had noticed.

“Well, you’re not doing so bad either. How many of your books have been published now?” I asked, trying to be encouraging, and change the subject back to him.

He rolled his eyes, obviously a bit drunk, and said “Well, I’ve had three published, but published doesn’t mean successful. I should have done what you did. I should have gone into Real Estate. Apparently, Real Estate agents are the ones with the mansions in the hills and the sexy-as-fuck wives.”

This comment was a bit more shocking. I saw Julie looking a bit surprised by the comment, and as expected, a bit uncomfortable. I was in the middle of trying to determine how to react to such a comment when Jake said “God Bobby, do you know how long it has been since I’ve been with a woman? A real woman.”

Then he looked my wife directly in the eye and said “Seriously Bobby. How about you do me a huge favor and let me fuck this amazing wife of yours.”


Chapter 2

Julie

It was a good ten seconds before my brain even registered what Jake said. Had he really just said… that to me?

I had already been feeling a little bit guilty about my secret school-girl-like crush on Jake. He was a tall, rugged, bad-boy type in a beat-up leather jacket. Totally not my type at all, but that didn’t mean I didn’t find him kind of hot in a deep-dark fantasy sort of way.

But I loved my Bobby so, so much. I would never, ever even consider cheating on him. He really was the perfect man. He was romantic and sweet and he took such good care of me. His love for me was so strong and so pure. He was my soul mate, there was no doubt about that. Our life together was nearly perfect.

If there was one part of our lives that wasn’t perfect, it was the sex. When we had first gotten married, we made love in a way that was so pure and powerful and beautiful, it was almost overwhelming. But over time, after four years, even though I chided myself for it, I got a bit… bored with it.

I felt guilty for even thinking it, but over time, our ‘pure’ lovemaking had become a bit stale and lifeless. But I would never, ever say anything to Bobby about it. It would crush him and he was such a good man. I had determined to just deal with it and rationalized that everything else about our marriage was so wonderful, that I could deal with a less-than-stellar sex life.

So, I was just sort of enjoying Jake’s company, and his hotness, with absolutely no intention of doing anything about it. But then he said that he thought I was hot. And then “sexy-as-fuck”. And then… then he had said… that.

I was stunned. Flabbergasted. And I was in trouble. Big, big trouble.

From the day we met, Bobby had always been able to read me. To read my face and know exactly what I was thinking. That, coupled with the fact that I was a terrible liar, and had no poker-face whatsoever, was about to cause a big problem.

I knew exactly what to say, and how to react. Stand up and say “How dare you, you perverted jerk” and storm out of the room. There was no doubt that that was the correct reaction. But it wasn’t what I did.

I gasped in shock at the comment. At least I got that part right. But it wasn’t the “I’m so outraged” kind of gasp that it should have been. It was the “Oh yes please I want that” kind of gasp, and I was afraid that my hubby could tell the difference.

More time passed, and I still was not appalled. I still was not walking out in a rage. I looked at Jake, and then I looked at Bobby. I tried to make my stupid face show that I was appalled. I tried to remember what appalled looked like, but I couldn’t. Instead, I looked at Bobby and just bit my lip.

It was the worst thing I could have done. I needed my face to say I was shocked, stunned, ashamed, humiliated, anything along those lines. But all it did was betray me. I had just told Bobby with my eyes, that I was not appalled by the idea. Not even a little bit.

It was horrible. Awful. I needed my husband to know that I was his angel, and only his, and I would never ever do anything like what Jake had suggested. But instead, my face told him that I was a dirty fucking slut who wanted to fuck his best friend’s brains out.

Oh God, I felt so horrible. I felt that, in those few awkward, silent moments when I didn’t storm out, when I didn’t punch this pervert for suggesting such a thing, that a crack in my perfect marriage was starting to form, right before my eyes.

But it didn’t.


Chapter 3

Bobby

I could not believe Jake had just said… what he said. For a second I was shocked, but it quickly turned to anger.

How dare he. How dare anyone suggest such a thing about my sweet, innocent wife. How dare any man even think of her in that way. My wife was my angel, deserving of love and respect. She did not get… fucked. The thought was enraging.

But then I looked at Julie, and what I saw shocked me far more than Jake’s offhanded comment.

I expected to see shock and anger, but I did not.

I expected her to leave the room, in anger and embarrassment.

She did not.

I expected her eyes to tell me how upset she was that my friend would say such an awful, appalling thing to her.

They did not.

Her eyes did not tell me she was appalled. Quite the opposite. They told me she was something else. Interested? Curious? Willing?

At first, I thought I must be reading her wrong, that the wine had hampered my ability to read her face. But it was not the case. Her expression was not vague or hard to read. Anyone could have seen what her eyes were saying. They were saying that she… liked the idea.

And for my part, I should have been on my feet, halfway over to Jake to beat the shit out of him for saying something so disgusting to my wife.

But I was not.

I simply watched Julie for a moment, mesmerized. My angel was not appalled or disgusted by the statement about being “Fucked” by another man. Not at all. Quite the opposite.

I realized that my angel was having not-so-angelic thoughts, running through her cute little head.

And then, suddenly I felt a rush of heat. The quickening of your pulse and the slight outlet of breath you feel when you come across something that really, really turns you on. Something that makes you quite literally, hot.

My sweet little angel wanted to be naughty. It was written all over her face, though she seemed to be trying to hide it with little success. She wanted to be bad, really bad. And what amazed me was that I really, really liked that idea. I loved it.

Suddenly I had no idea how to handle the situation. Jake looked like his head was spinning. He was drunk, and he looked like he really didn’t even realize what he had just said, or that he had said it out loud.

Deciding that I should just defuse the situation, I said to Jake “I think you have had way too much wine.”

“That is very likely,” Jake said with a smile.

“Maybe we should call it a night,” I suggested.

Julie quickly stood up and said, “Yes, I’m very tired.”

She looked flushed and nervous, visibly shaken. She looked hot and bothered.

Jake stood up and said “Sounds good. I’m going to see if I can find that guest bedroom and pass out.”

Without anything further, he stumbled down the hall and disappeared.

The room was suddenly eerily silent, and Julie looked uncomfortable. I thought I knew what was going on in her head. She said “I’m going to go get ready for bed. I’ll see you there in a few minutes?”

I smiled at her and said, “Yes, I’ll be there in a few.”

I finished my drink and made my way to the bedroom. Julie was already in bed reading on her Kindle. I went through my normal bedtime routine and joined her in bed.

As I laid down, I said: “We need to talk.”


Chapter 4

Julie

Oh, Fuck. Oh FUCK. He had seen right through me. I knew it. I was hoping, praying really, that he was too drunk to notice the way I reacted, or the way I didn’t react to Jake’s statement. But he had noticed, and now we needed to “talk”.

I sat my kindle down on the bedside table. I tried to sound aloof and just said: “What is it, honey?”

He just looked at me for a minute. He said “First, I just want to say that I’m sorry for what Jake said. It was wildly inappropriate, and he’s my friend, my responsibility. So, I’m sorry.”

I wasn’t sure how to react to this. I just nodded sweetly and said “Well, it’s not your fault. Jake is Jake. And he’s drunk, so…”

I was so hoping this was the end of the talk, but Bobby just kept staring at me. He was looking at me in a different way than normal. Like looking into my soul. It made me so uncomfortable, but I was afraid of what he could see there.

Then he said “I’m going to say something, and I want you to hear me out, all the way to the end before you respond. I don’t want you to worry or interrupt. Is that OK?”

This sounded very serious. Bobby was almost never this serious. But I said “Sure.”

Bobby said “I was very surprised, and shocked earlier, at what Jake said, about… FUCKING you.”

A shiver traveled up my spine when Bobby said it. A reminder of how I felt when Jake said it, but also a bit of excitement at the way Bobby said it too. I don’t think I had ever heard Bobby say the word “Fuck” before.

He continued “I think… I suspect that you might have actually… liked it. Liked the idea of Jake… FUCKING you.”

That word again. The shiver again. God, I was such an idiot. I knew what was coming. I was about to have to apologize my ass off to my amazing husband for the fact that I had behaved like a little slut earlier in the living room. But I was still getting chills, goose bumps even, every time Bobby said the word “Fuck”.

I started to say “I’m…” but he shushed me. God, he was going to make this hard. I wished he would just let me apologize and get it over with.

He said “I think, for a moment, the idea of Jake… fucking you, got you a bit… excited.”

He paused dramatically. He wasn’t wrong, and I wasn’t going to lie and deny it. I was just ready to apologize, whenever he was done talking.

Then he blew my mind, and said: “I think, if I’m being honest, I liked the idea too.”

What?

What was he saying?

“I don’t know why, but for some reason, the thought of you getting FUCKED by Jake… The image I have of it in my head… I like it. A lot.”

I was shocked. Far more shocked than I had been when Jake said it. Jake was drunk, and being an idiot. My husband was not drunk and was not an idiot. He was dead serious.

Then he said, “So now, tell me how you feel about that.”

I had no idea what to say. It did excite me, all of it. And frankly it was getting more and more exciting by the minute. I couldn’t believe it myself, but I really did want to fuck Jake. I loved the fact that Bobby liked the idea. I loved how Bobby kept saying the word Fuck, with such enthusiasm. God, it was all so crazy. And amazing.

I finally found my voice and said “Well, honey, you know I love you. I love you more than anything in this world. You are my soul mate.”

He smiled and said “I know sweetie. I will never doubt that.”

Then I hesitantly continued “But, I guess, the idea of being with… another man, just in that way, you know… having sex. I do kind-of, like that idea. Honestly, I like it a lot. But only physically, you know. And it’s really just a stupid kind of fantasy.”

He smiled a very sincere smile at me, and said: “I’m glad we can be so honest with each other.”

He rolled onto his back and again, I hoped the “talk” might be over, but it wasn’t. He said, “So, what exactly do you like about the idea?”

I couldn’t believe he was asking me these things. I couldn’t believe he wanted to know. That he was so interested.

I thought for a moment and said “Well, I think it is just… something different. I mean you and I make love, and it’s wonderful. It means the world to me, to connect with you on such a deep level. But the idea of something else. Just like… fucking… Begin fucked… getting fucked… sex without the emotional connection part. Just the physical experience, sounds… nice. Like… a lot of fun.”

I heard him groan, and he continued to look at the ceiling. I couldn’t tell what the groan meant. Was it anger or frustration?

He asked “Do you think it would make you feel good? Fucking Jake?”

I had no doubt that fucking Jake would feel wonderful. I had decided that in my little secret fantasy world long ago. I coughed a little and without looking over at him, I quietly whispered “yes”.

He groaned again. We both continued to look up at the ceiling for a few more quiet moments. He said “But that would be very, very naughty. Do you like the idea of being naughty?”

This question was almost harder to answer than the others. Bobby had always put me up on such a pedestal, and I always tried so hard to live up to his dream that I was the perfect girl. The perfect angel. I wasn’t. I did like the idea of being naughty. Of being bad. I decided it was still best to be honest with him, and I whispered again “Yes.”

He groaned again. That groan, it sounded like he was in pain, like his own thoughts were torturing him.

Then he shocked me again, saying “That would be so… fucking… slutty. Do you like the idea of being a naughty fucking slut?” He said these words with such bite, I had no idea how to take them.

On the one hand, it was hot to hear him talk this way. He had always been so straight-laced, and treated me so carefully. To hear him saying these brash words with such a strong voice was driving me a bit wild. But on the other hand, it felt like a trick. Like I was branding myself with my own scarlet letter. Honesty won out again, and I whimpered a little “yes.”

And then Bobby turned to me with a giant smile on his face, looked me in the eye and said: “I want you to do it.”


Chapter 5

Bobby

I couldn’t believe I had just said it. I had just told my wife, my sweet, innocent wife, that I wanted her to fuck my best friend.

I was certain that I wasn’t thinking straight, and that there were a thousand reasons why it was a bad idea, but at that moment in time, in bed next to her, being so open and honest, I couldn’t think of a single one.

I loved her more than life itself. I imagined her having sex with Jake, or any other man for that matter, as something she would enjoy. It would give her pleasure, and I loved it when my wife experienced pleasure. It just made so much logical sense.

But most of all I imagined my sweet, innocent angel being so naughty for another man, and God it drove me insane with lust. I was being insane, and I knew it, but nothing had ever made me feel that way before. So flushed and so hot and so turned on. I felt like there was a sexual beast inside of me that I never knew was there, and the thought of getting to see my wife fuck another man woke him up, and now he was hungry. Starving actually.

My sweet little angel wanted to be bad. She wanted to be naughty. She wanted to be a slut, and God I wanted her to be, too. The images in my head were driving me wild, and I wanted her to do it. All of it. Every bit of it.

She had a stone look on her face and had not said a word. I said “I know it sounds crazy, but I really want you to do it. I want you to have that experience. I want you to feel good.”

She fumbled for words, saying “But... I can’t… I mean, it’s not right… It’s…”

I said “It’s wrong. It’s all wrong. It’s wrong that I want it so badly too. I want to see you be naughty. So… fucking… naughty.”

She let out a little whimper when I said this.

When I said, “I want to see you be bad.” She gasped. And when I said, “I want to see you be a filthy little slut.” She actually moaned. I couldn’t control myself anymore.

I leaned over and kissed her vigorously, far more roughly than ever before. I tore at her nightgown, and she whimpered in my mouth as the fabric actually ripped in my hands.

I sat up for a moment and pulled my clothes off with rapid, desperate moves and crawled on top of her.

I kissed her lips fiercely, caressed and squeezed her breasts with more strength than ever before. I reached down to touch her between her legs and found that she was soaking wet.

She was insanely wet. The whole night, the conversation with Jake, the talk we just had, all must have been driving her wild because she was far wetter than I had ever known her to be.

I leaned down and whispered in her ear “I love you” She said, “I love you too….” As I pressed into her.

Her head fell back and she closed her eyes, letting out a moan louder than her normal tone. I lifted my body weight from her, and pressed into her more forcefully, causing new and exciting sounds to come from my sweet wife’s lips.

We made love in a way we never had before. She was still an angel for me, and we were still making love, though it was more raw and frantic than usual.

She was far more enthusiastic, and far more vocal as I slid in and out of her soft, warm core.

After a few minutes of our most intense lovemaking ever, I heard a particularly sharp moan escape, and I felt my orgasm start to build. I leaned down into her ear and said: “You are imagining Jake fucking you, aren’t you?”

Almost before I could finish saying it, she said “Yes…. Yes… Yes…” We came together quickly, in a massive wave of forceful thrusts, moans and ragged breath. We kissed as we came, as we usually do, and just as we were coming down from our mutual pleasure peaks, she let out a final long, powerful moan that I had never heard from her before.


Chapter 6

Julie

I came and came and came. God, it had been a long time since I had climaxed when we made love. It was amazing and surreal. The whole night had my head spinning, and the climax certainly didn’t calm things down.

I wondered what the hell had come over my husband. This sweet loving man, my soul mate, suddenly had a new, powerful fantasy and it involved me screwing his best friend.

As we caught our breath, I looked at him and we both started to laugh. Then he got serious again, and said: “So?”

I said the only thing I could say. I said “OK”

He teasingly said, “OK What?”

I was quiet for a minute and he said “I want to hear you say it. I want to hear my angel say the words.”

I smiled again, getting a kick out of his enthusiasm, and said “OK, I will Fuck Jake”, placing an enticing amount of emphasis on the word ‘fuck’.

He groaned again, as he had done before, and I thought he might be about to crawl on top of me again, but he laid back on his pillow instead.

There was silence for a minute, and I said: “BUT…”

He looked over and said, “What?”

I said “I think we have to make… rules. You know. Like, boundaries and stuff. You know, so we both know what is Ok and what is not. Like… I don’t want to kiss him. No kissing. I will never kiss a man other than you. I refuse.”

He seemed to think this was cute and said “OK. Let’s see.”

He thought for a minute and said “I have to be there. I want to be there. Like, up close. I want to be right there with you as you have this experience. I want to be there to kiss you, and to see your beautiful face… and body.”

I smiled and said “Absolutely. I wouldn’t have it any other way.”

We both laid back thinking some more and having what felt like a somewhat normal conversation, about the most not-normal thing ever.

He said “I want you to talk a lot. I want to hear about it. I want you to tell me what you are feeling, how much you like it. I want to hear everything.”

I chuckled and said “OK I guess. I mean, I can do that.”

After more thinking, he said “And I want you to do anything, everything you want to do. No holding back. Anything you are comfortable with, I’m comfortable with. Go wild.”

I smiled and nodded, and thought for a minute about what that could mean. I was such an inexperienced girl, having only ever slept with Bobby, I really had no idea what it meant, but I was definitely excited to find out.

After another moment of thought, I said: “I want you to do something for me too.”

He looked at me and kissed my hand and said “Anything.”

I said “I want you to be… dirty. I want you to talk dirty.  It’s going to be… different. I’m going to be naughty. A really bad girl and I want you to treat me like a bad girl. I want to hear my sweet loving husband tell me just how bad I’m being.”

He laughed, and just looked at me for another minute. I said “I know I’m your little angel, your good girl, and you always treat me that way. But when I’m being bad, I want you to treat me like a bad girl. If I’m fucking another man, I want you to treat me like a dirty little slut. Can you do that?”

He smiled a huge smile again and said “Absolutely.”

We both laid there smiling. That was it. Our group plan to violate the sanctity of our marriage together, to get me fucked, was in place. It was so bizarre, and it was the most exciting thing that had ever happened to me.

And then, Bobby threw me one more curveball. He said “I know you love me, but you have to promise me, no matter how many times we do this, no matter how many men we find for you, it will always be just “fucking”. You will only ever “make love” to me. Other men will be allowed to fuck the bad girl, but I’ll always be the only man to make love to my angel.”

And there it was. Bobby wasn’t thinking of this is a one-time deal. A single intimate encounter. He imagined this happening over and over again, with other men too. The idea had not occurred to me, but I warmed up to it very quickly.

I rolled over and kissed him and said: “I swear you will always be the only man I ever make love to.”

With that, we turned off the lights, and drifted off to sleep, satisfied and excited for events to come.


Chapter 7

Bobby

I woke up the next morning even more excited than I had been the night before. But there was a problem. How was I going to explain to my now-sober best friend, that my wife and I would like to take him up on his drunk offer to fuck her? That was going to be one very strange conversation.

I had taken the day off on Friday, and Jake and I were going golfing, which I thought might be the perfect chance to try and lay this all out for him, break it to him slowly.

When Julie came down from the bedroom, she had a giddy smile on her face too, that she couldn’t hide. She really did have a terrible poker face.

I said, “I see you are all smiles this morning.”

She came up to me and hugged me and said: “Well, my husband and I made love last night, and it was fantastic.”

I smirked and said, “Yes, it was, but I suspect that is not the only reason you are smiling.”

She smirked too, and then we both chuckled.

“So, Jake and I are golfing today, and I thought I would try and talk to him, and see if he might be up for a bit of an adventure tonight.”

Julie’s face scrunched up a little, and she bit her lip in that cute-but-sexy-as-heck way. It looked as if she had not realized that it might happen so soon, but after a moment, she just nodded and smiled a shy smile.

It was a hot summer day, and by the time Jake and I hit the back nine, we were both already a bit exhausted by the sun’s heat. We had had a few beers, and I finally decided to try and break the ice about our plan.

“So Jake, about what you said last night.”

He interrupted me as soon as he heard me say it. He put his head down and said “God Bobby, I’m very sorry about that. I was drunk and I’m an idiot and…”

I interrupted him and said “It’s OK Jake. It’s Ok.”

He said “Really? I really am sorry. I guess I need to apologize to Julie too if she’ll even speak to me.”

I chuckled a little bit and said “No Jake. What I’m trying to say it, It’s OK.”

He looked at me confused. I smiled back and simply said “It’s OK for you to fuck my wife.”

His look of confusion turned to a look of shock. I wished I could have seen the look in his eyes, but he was wearing sunglasses. He leaned to the side a bit and said “No. I mean, I didn’t mean it. I was being stupid. I can’t… mess around in your relationship man.”

I put up a hand to stop him and said “It’s OK. Julie and I talked about it a lot last night. As it turns out, she kind of likes the idea of being… fucked… by someone else. And I guess I must be absolutely crazy, but I like the idea too. I like the idea of seeing her get fucked.”

Jake was still dumbstruck but managed to say “I don’t want to interfere, I mean, cause trouble. It seems crazy wrong.”

I said “I know it seems crazy. But Julie has only ever been with me. Ever. And we have a really nice, sweet, romantic vibe going. She loves me and will never leave me. I have no insecurities about that. She’s my angel. But my angel seems to think that it might be fun to be a bit naughty from time to time, and I kind of agree.”

He was still silent so I said “You know how a man, a husband like me might buy his wife a nice spa-day. A day at a resort where she gets a massage and a facial and goes to a steam room and do all of these things that make her feel good. That’s not weird right?”

Jake said, “Well, no, but it’s different.”

I said “I know it’s different, but it’s the same too. I want to give my wife something that will make her feel good, and that’s you, I hope. I mean, you do think you can make her feel good, right? You do remember how to have sex. I mean I know it’s been a long time.” I said, with a shit-eating grin.

He smiled and said “Screw you man. I know my way around the ladies. And just for that, I’m going to do it. I’m going to fuck the shit out of your wife.”

He smiled, and I smiled back and said “Good. Then it’s settled. We’ll have dinner at our place and then you two can fuck.”

Jake said “God, you make it sound so simple. Like a hair cut appointment or something.”

There was a pause in the conversation as we played through the hole mostly in silence, and then he said “So, how is this going to… work? I mean I imagine you guys talked about it.”

I said “Yeah. We set out a few rules and stuff. No kissing. And I’m going to be right there with her the whole time. Really, I just want you to give her a really good time. She and I make love. She doesn’t need that. She needs the opposite. She needs a good fuck.”

Jake said, “Wow, you really are comfortable with this, aren’t you?”

I smiled and said “Well, I get to see it. I get to see my little angel being a naughty little slut. That’s something I never thought I would see in my wildest dreams. So yeah, I’m excited too.”

There was another pause, and then I just said “Just remember, she’s my angel, but tonight, she’s your slut. So, do a good job.”

With that, we didn’t really talk about it anymore. The topic hung in the air for the rest of the round for sure, but we didn’t mention it again.

That evening, we all gathered for dinner. Julie was wearing one of her simple yellow sundresses. She had done something new with her hair, putting it up into a bun on top. She looked radiant. She looked hot.

When Jake entered to join us at the table, he noticed her right away as well. He sat down silently, and we all ate.

There was a palpable tension in the air, as the subject of the upcoming sex hung over us all. We didn’t talk about it. We didn’t talk about anything really.

When dinner was done, we cleared the table and went into the den to sit and drink wine, as we had done before. As Julie returned with a glass of wine for me, I stood up in front of her.

I pulled her to me and started to kiss her. Jake got the message, as I hoped he would, and he stood up.

And joined us.


Chapter 8

Julie

God, I was so nervous. I had butterflies fluttering like mad in my stomach the entire day. I didn’t think I would make it through dinner without throwing up, but somehow, I did.

I was anxious and stressed and worried, but at the same time, more excited than I had ever been. And then, when Bobby started kissing me in the den, in front of Jake, I got lightheaded.

He took my face into his gentle hands and kissed me sweetly, and then deeply. He was caressing my cheeks as we kissed, which is why it felt so strange when the second set of hands began rubbing my back.

The second set of hands were not gentle. They forcefully explored every curve and crevice on my back, pushing against me, and feeling the curve of my waste, and then they went straight to my ass.

The strong hands caressed my ass gently for a moment, and then I felt one strong hand smack my ass, hard. I whimpered into my kiss with Bobby, and he broke off and smiled.

The rough hands went to my shoulders, and then almost instantaneously, my dress was on the ground. I was standing there looking at Bobby nervously as he started to back up just a bit, removing his hands from my face, to get a good look at me.

As Bobby stared at me smiling, the rough hands pulled my bra from my body and ripped my panties to the floor with surprising speed. I had worn my nicest set of underwear for tonight’s special occasion, and within 30 seconds, they were discarded waste on the floor.

And I was naked.

Naked in front of another person, other than Bobby, for the first time, ever. I saw Bobby staring at my naked body with hungry eyes, and then suddenly the rough hands turned me around.

I looked up into Jake’s eyes, feeling more exposed and vulnerable than I had ever felt in my life. He pushed me back slightly so he could get a good look. I let out a soft whimper without thinking, as his eyes, the eyes of a man who was not my husband, drank in every curve and feature of my naked body.

He looked down at my breasts, first the left and then the right, and it was as if I could feel his stare burning my soft skin. Then he looked between my legs, and I saw what looked like a pang of hunger spark in his eyes.

He looked back into my eyes with a look of raw lust. More pure lust than I had ever experienced. He growled in his low voice “My God you are so fucking hot. I can’t wait to taste you.”

Jake lifted me off of the ground and laid me down on the couch. Bobby was there sitting, and Jake laid me so that my naked body was on the couch, and my head rested in Bobby’s lap.

I looked up at Bobby who was smiling, and then without warning or hesitation, Jake’s rough hands pushed my legs far apart, and he buried his head between them.

An electric charge shot through my body the instant his lips touched my pussy. I jolted and actually jumped back just a bit, but he gripped me and pulled me back down, holding me tightly in place by my ass, so he could continue to devour me.

I continued to shake for a moment as he kissed my thighs, and placed his strong lips on the folds of my pussy again, planting kisses there, gently at first, and then forcefully.

It was a feeling like nothing I had ever felt before, a strange man’s lips and tongue on my most intimate, sensitive area. I was having real trouble catching my breath, finding a rhythm where I could enjoy his touch and still breathe at the same time. I was twitching and flopping like a mad woman at first, just trying to wrap my brain around how something could feel so… fucking… good.

And we were just getting started.

I grabbed my Bobby’s arm for leverage and then looked up at him. I was in real distress. Real trouble. As Jake started to slide his tongue up and down my soft pussy lips with a steady rhythm, I found my own rhythm and was finally able to keep from flopping like a fish out of water. It was as if my body was no longer in shock from the pleasure, and was finally somehow ready for it.

I looked up at Bobby who was smiling a devious smile. One I had never seen before on his face. I smiled back as I rocked up and down gently, amazed at how the soft touch of a tongue on my now aching pussy, could cause pleasures that felt like they started at my very core and coursed through every nerve in my body.

I moaned a deep moan and looked at Bobby once more. Then he spoke.

“Does his tongue feel good on your little pussy?”

I rocked a few more times and moaned again, and somehow spit out the word “yes.”

He said “What was that? I couldn’t hear you. Tell me. Does his tongue feel good on your soft little cunt?”

His words caused shivers down my back. I rocked some more, took a deep breath and said “Yes. His tongue feels so… fucking… good on my pussy.”

Bobby’s devious grin grew and he said “You look uncomfortable. Should I tell him to stop?”

I quickly spit out “No. Please.”

I felt the shocking strength of the pleasure Jake was giving me starting to form into a more focused sensation. A growing sensation.

Bobby said, “No, what?”

I said “Please don’t tell him to stop licking my…” but I couldn’t finish my sentence.

My back arched and I looked straight up at Bobby in shock. Jake’s tongue had struck gold. He had moved to my clit, my button, the ignition that lights my body on fire.

I felt the pressure of his movements on my clit and I gripped Bobby’s arm and held on for dear life. I was totally out of control. The pleasure was so immense, so raw and so new.

It was all I could do to remember to take in breath in between the powerful moaning and screaming I was doing. Bobby leaned down and kissed me, and it doubled the sensations until I had no control at all anymore.

He leaned into me and granted my final wish by whispering in my ear “Cum for your husband. Cum on this stranger’s tongue. Cum, you naughty little slut.”

The words were so raw and foul. We were two different people. I was not his little angel, I was a slut with a stranger’s tongue doing crazy-wonderful things to her cunt. And he was not my loving husband. He was something else. Something far more raw and visceral.

But I quickly obeyed, and came.


Chapter 9

Bobby

There it was.

The look. The look I had been dreaming of seeing. The look of pure lust, of desperation and raw, carnal desire on my Julie’s face. My sweet angel’s face was overcome with brutal, nasty desire. It was as raw and as powerful and as erotic as I had imagined it to be. It was absolutely beautiful.

The sweat on her brow, the mouth forced open wide, and the eyes. The begging, pleading eyes. The eyes, begging for release, pleading for the pleasure to finally reach its peak, which it did.

Julie gripped my arm as tight as she could and screamed a carnal shout into the air, as every muscle in her body tensed, and she came. I could feel every wave of my wife’s climax, as she looked up at me, and then down at Jake and then back up at me, twisting and writhing and fucking his tongue until she couldn’t move anymore, and collapsed back onto the couch, and into my lap.

She was breathing heavily, so heavily, it looked like she had been holding her breath the whole time. Her naked body, with a fresh layer of glistening sweat, looked beautiful as it rose and fell with her attempts to catch her breath.

I saw Jake wipe his mouth with his sleeve and smile. He gave her a moment to rest, but only just a moment.

He stood up and pulled her off of the couch, and onto her knees in front of him. With a swift motion, he unbuttoned his pants and his rigid cock sprang out in front of him.

It was an angry looking cock. It was no bigger than mine, but it was so foreign and bulging and red with his lust.

Julie’s face grew with amazement when she saw it. She had never seen another man’s cock before, other than mine, and she had never seen mine so close, shoved in her face in such a blatant way.

She was still examining it, looking like she was trying to figure out exactly how she felt about it, when Jake grabbed his cock with his left hand and the back of her head with his right and thrust it into her surprised mouth.

Julie’s eyes bulged with a look of shock. As far as I knew, Julie had never, ever had a cock in her mouth. She had never had such a raw, dirty experience either.

Once in her mouth, Jake took his time, slowly guiding Julie so that his cock slid slowly into her mouth and then carefully back out. He titled his head back and closed his eyes, and was obviously loving the feeling of his rigid cock in my wife’s soft, warm mouth.

It took her a few moments to adjust to the raw nastiness of her new situation, but a moment later, Julie was loving it too.

She turned her head sideways and started to move on her own, increasing her speed and starting to use her tongue on the tip of Jake’s cock when it reached the end of her lips.

It was an unbelievable sight. In no more than two minutes, my sweet little wife had changed from a girl who had never seen a cock so close to her face, to a fierce cocksucker, looking desperate to get more and more of Jake’s cock in her mouth.

She looked wild and wonton, and for a moment, she seemed to forget that I was there. She looked entirely focused on teasing and tasting and pleasing the raw cock that was now fucking her sweet little mouth. Just a few minutes before, she had looked shocked by it, but now she looked starved for it.

I would have guessed that she would be timid and nervous and a bit clumsy trying to figure out how to suck a man’s cock, but I would have been wrong. Very wrong. Her first timid reactions were quickly replaced with a full-on desire to please him with her mouth.

After a moment of simply staring and admiring my wife and what she was doing to the cock that was offered to her, I remembered what she expected from me. I decided to egg her on and remind her that I was there, so I moved a little closer on the couch and said: “My god honey you look so fucking hot with that big cock in your mouth.”

She didn’t even look my way but moaned around the cock in response to my words.

I said “You look like you are starving for that cock honey” which made her moan even louder. I went one step further and said: “I can’t believe what a little dirty slut you have become, sucking cock like you can’t get enough.” She moaned again, one long, desperate moan this time.

I looked down to see that she had slid her left hand down between her legs and was stroking her pussy. This was unbelievable. She was sucking cock and touching herself at the same time, like a wanton sexual beast. I was taking mental pictures in my head, but I wished I had a camera. Next time, I thought, I would see if she would be OK with me filming her unbelievably erotic performance.

“Fuck, that cock has got your so fucking hot you just have to touch your pussy don’t you?” I said. She let out a long, slow “um hmmm” around Jake’s cock as it slid in and out of her mouth at speed.

“I bet your cunt is dripping now isn’t it?” I said, soliciting another long “um hmmm”.

Jake was in heaven as expected, as my wife tried desperately to swallow every inch of him. But then suddenly, he stopped. He stopped pumping himself into my wife’s mouth and looked down at her, pulling her face away and lifting her to her feet.

He looked into her eyes, and she looked up into his. It was a moment where they both looked like they were about to kiss, but they didn’t. Instead, Jake grabbed her waist and turned her around.

She was suddenly facing me, with a desperate, lost look. Her mouth was covered with her own saliva and the expression on her face looked like she was very disappointed that the cock she was sucking had been taken away from her.

But then Jake grabbed her waist with one hand and pushed her upper body downward in my direction. She reached out and stopped herself, leaning on the couch with one hand, her face just inches from mine.

The look on her face was beautiful and priceless. I could see the shock and amazement in her eyes at what she had just done, and what she was becoming, and I could see the longing for what was about to happen.


Chapter 10

Julie

I felt so many insane mixed emotions at that moment. I had just… sucked a man’s cock. I had never, ever done that before. I had been such a good girl for my whole life, saving myself for marriage, and then having only sweet but basic sex with my husband.

But I wasn’t a good girl anymore. Not only had I sucked a man’s cock, but it wasn’t even my husband. And even more crazy than that, I absolutely loved it. The taste and feel of him, his rock-hard cock in my mouth was amazing, and the way I felt I could control him and his pleasure with my warm mouth and soft tongue made me feel all sorts of new and naughty things.

I had gotten so lost in the carnal experience, that when Jake reached down to stop me, I felt a bit disoriented. Before I knew it he turned me around and pushed me forward so that I was eye-to-eye with my loving husband again, with my bare ass high in the air.

The look in Bobby’s eye shocked me. I was being so bad, so naughty and so fucking dirty and he looked like he had never loved me more. I kissed him deeply, loving him and thanking him for wanting this, and for being there for me through it, and for making it even better.

I got lost in his kisses for just a second, and then suddenly I sucked in a long deep breath. Jake’s cock, still wet from my mouth, slid up against the opening of my pussy, startling me and making me suddenly aware of just how bad I wanted it.

I needed it. I felt suddenly like my body was empty without this man’s cock inside of me before I had even had it. I looked right at Bobby with my mouth wide open and my eyes about to pop out of my head as Jake slid ever-so-slowly inside me.

I gripped Bobby’s shoulders and braced myself, quickly realizing that Jake’s cock in me, fucking me from behind as I bent over with my ass high in the air, was the greatest my body had ever felt, by far.

Jake didn’t give me time to contemplate, as he quickly began to fuck me in earnest. I felt his strong hands grip my waist for leverage, and he began pulling me to him, burying every inch of his amazing cock inside of me, and then pushing me away, sliding it back out to the very tip. He did this over and over and over and every push, every thrust felt like heaven.

My eyes had closed, and when I opened them, I saw something that made the whole experience even better, if that were possible. My Bobby with the biggest, most amazing smile on his face.

Jake began increasing his speed, until I was gripping Bobby’s shoulders for support, just hanging on and enjoying the delicious pounding of Jake’s cock. And then suddenly I felt a new wave of shock. I was about to cum, again.

I looked at Jake with stunned eyes, and he reached up with his hand and caressed my cheek, still smiling. As usual, he could read my face easily, and he gave me what I had asked him for. He said “Cum for me baby. Look me in the eyes and be a good little slut and cum all over that cock that’s buried in your cunt.”

I loved my husband so much and was more than happy to give him what he wanted. I leaned in closer to him, gripped his shoulders in a death grip and came.

My climax started in my very core like a bomb going off. My back arched as it hit and I screamed. I didn’t moan or purr. I shouted out my visceral response to the force of the waves of orgasm brought on by Jake’s relentless pounding.

I tried my best to keep my eyes open, looking deep into Bobby’s eyes as my climax kept growing bigger and bigger inside of me. I bit my lip and then shouted again. This time my voice confirmed the bad, bad girl that I had become. I shouted “Oh fuck! Fuck me. Fuck me. Fuck me!” into the air.

Jake never let up, pounding that beautiful cock in and out of me for all he was worth, never slowing down as I came. I shook and writhed, holding on to Bobby tight. Eventually, the climax subsided, and my body settled. Jake continued to fuck me viscously for another moment, and then suddenly he pulled his cock away.

I had no idea why, or what was happening as he gripped my arm and spun me around onto my knees.


Chapter 11

Bobby

Watching my angel climax as she took Jake’s cock from behind was even more amazing and wonderful than I had imagined. The desperate, overwhelmed look in her eye, her mouth forced open shouting very non-angelic things, all gave me goosebumps.

I smiled the whole time. I couldn’t help it. It was like seeing a beautiful work of art. My beautiful naked wife bouncing forward and back, screaming and climaxing like a savage beast. It was surreal and dreamlike, only I had never had a dream that was that good.

I could tell her orgasm was over, and she was back to simply enjoying the fucking for a moment, but then Jake suddenly pulled away from her, grabbing her arm and pulling her to her knees in front of him with great urgency.

I couldn’t believe it. He was about to cum… all over her.

She looked so innocent and sweet again as if she didn’t realize what was about to happen. Jake stood in front of her stroking his cock and starting to let out a deep growl, and then, suddenly, a shot of white-hot cum fired from his cock and splashed across Julie’s cheek.

Her face lit up with surprise as a second glob of cum hit her neck and ran down to her shoulder. A third and fourth shot hit her chest and she just sat there, completely stunned. And then, blowing my mind completely, my little angelic slut opened her mouth wide and grabbed his cock and took the last two shots of cum in her mouth.

Jake finished with a growl and Julie looked up at him, still stroking him wondering if he had more for her. Then she closed her mouth and swallowed, and smiled.

She smiled up at Jake for a minute, and then turned to me and smiled even wider. Cum dripping from her cheek and running down her chest, she smiled a huge, happy smile at me. She was very happy with what she had done. Almost as happy as I was.

Jake caught his breath as she turned back to him. He reached down and touched her cheek and said “Thank you. That was amazing.”

He looked up at me and said “Thank you both. You don’t know how much I needed that.”

We were all smiling for a minute, and then Jake said “I’m going to go take a shower and head off to bed. You two have a nice night. I’ll see you tomorrow.”

He walked off, and I motioned for Julie to come to me. She laid down on the couch on her back with her head in my lap. When she laid there, she said “Oh” as she felt my steel cock, trying desperately to rip itself free from my pants.

She smiled and said, “I guess you really did enjoy that too, didn’t you?”

I smiled back, and leaned down and kissed her. I could taste him in her mouth, and it was as if I was tasting her naughtiness. It was the taste of a very bad girl.

I caressed her body as we kissed, and she sat up, our kisses growing more passionate. She reached down and stroked my cock through my pants as I pressed myself against her, the cum on her chest squishing into my shirt.

Suddenly she stopped and pulled away from me. She gave me the sweetest look, the innocent look of the sweet girl I had married, and she said: “So, I need to know something before this goes any further.”

I looked at her questioningly and she said “Well, I’ve been a really bad, bad girl tonight, so I need to know. Do you want to make love to your sweet little angelic wife tonight, or do you want to FUCK your naughty, dirty little slut?”

I let out a low growl of my own, pulled her onto the couch and said “Yes.”
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